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Summary: 


In 2016, Richie Tozier is caught in the deadlights. At that exact 
moment, all the way across the country, in LA, his daughter drops 
unconscious to the ground. 


Two minutes later, Eddie Kaspbrak wakes Richie up, and Richie 
watches him get impaled. In New York, at that exact moment, Eddie’s 
son feels an inexplicable pain in his stomach. 


1. Chapter 1 


Author's Note: 


always very nervous to unveil original characters, 
especially kid characters of canon characters. but this 
is anonymous so fuck you 


it might be confusing at first, but it WILL all be 
explained later, so don’t ask too many questions just 
yet 


She can’t keep it. She doesn’t want to keep it, she tells Richie. She looks 
like she doesn’t want to say it as she pushes the engagement ring 
across the coffee table towards him. He just stares at the ring as her 
delicate hand recoils from it, and he’s gaping like a fish. 


She’s had a great time with him, she says, but she’s young, and they’re 
both broke, and she’s unsure about marriage and nevertheless a baby. He 
feels stupid. And devastated. And sad too. She looks a little sad as 
well. She doesn’t want to hurt him. 


What will you do, he asks, his eyes drifting towards her stomach, at 
the child growing there. She touches it faintly, her eyes drifting away 
from his. Abortions exist Richie, she says and the word stabs into his 
heart and twists. 


But your parents, he begins, and she cuts him off, tells him that she 
can find an easier, cheaper way that neither of their parents have to know 
about. Soon, the fetus in her stomach will just be a mistake, an error 
made by two dumb, broke lovers in their late twenties. No one has to 
know. 


But he knows that’s not safe for her, they’ve both seen the statistics; 
everyone has. He suddenly can’t get the image of coat hangers, rusted 
and dirty, out of his head. 


He can get the money, he pleads, because god forbid she die in some 
back alley or in someone’s basement because of a botched abortion. 
He’ll get the money and she can do it safely, he tells her and she sighs. 


He knows he can’t get the money, and she knows it too. He also 
knows that this is her choice and body. It’s not up to him. 


But they weren’t just lovers, they were friends, friends that shared 
secrets and desires and dreams in the two years they’d been together. 
He can’t let her do this to herself. They sit in silence on an old, 
tattered couch in his apartment as the cars and taxis of New York 
City buzz outside the apartment window. 


He has an idea, he tells her. 


At the same time, in a different part of New York, Mr and Mrs 
Kaspbrak are sitting in a fertility clinic. The doctor is talking to the 
both of them, droning on about blood tests and sperm count and the 
pros and cons of IVF but Eddie can’t pay attention for the life of him. 
His leg’s bouncing in his ironed khakis, his eyes keep drifting to the 
window, away from the suffocating, thick air of the room. He’s 
scratching at his wrist absently, starting to sweat as his wife looks 
accusingly at him out of the corner of his eye. 


‘They’re expensive,’ he’d told her, ‘and messy and they get sick easily. 
Infertility runs in my family anyway.’ 


What he absolutely didn’t tell her was T would rather die than watch 
my kid be raised like I was. I don’t know how to be a father because I 
never had one. You only want to be a mother so you can have something 
that’s easier to trap than me.’ 


But instead, he translated his reluctancy to have a child into a 
language she could understand, a language of health and expenses 
and worry. 


But she never listens to him, and now they’re sitting here as a doctor 
lectures them and he’s miserable. 


Thirteen years later, in the horrid little town of Derry, Maine, the 


Losers sit reunited in a little restaurant, and Richie Tozier is very 
happy for the first time in a very long time. 


“Wait, holy shit, Eddie you got a kid? You got fuckin’ married?” 


Eddie looks up at him, squinting indignantly. “Yeah, what’s so 
fucking funny, dickwad?” 


Richie can’t help himself. And he can’t help the bitter tinge that taints 
his voice. “What, to like, a woman?” 


Eddie frowns as the rest of the Losers laugh. He points a menacing 
chopstick at Richie. “Fuck you, dude.” 


Richie combusts into giggles, and he feels like a kid again; knees 
bruised from asphalt and the summer wind in his hair as he sped 
down some too-steep hill on his rickety old bike. 


“Fuck you!” 


Bill interrupts from across the table. “Okay, what about you, 
Trashmouth, you married?” 


“There’s no way Richie’s married!” Beverly laughs, her smile as bright 
and genuine as the day Richie first saw it. He can see why Ben adores 
her so much. 


For a moment, he thinks back to the woman he knew thirteen years 
ago, who he loved for two years and nine months. He thinks of her 
and the baby she had in her apartment, in secret. He thinks of how 
he took the baby and signed the papers and ran away across the 
country to LA. He thinks of the kid he left there. 


He thinks of his daughter, and he makes a joke until they’re all 
laughing again so that no one is looking too close. 


Two days later, Richie Tozier is caught in the deadlights beneath his 
childhood town. At that moment, all the way across the country in 


the thick summer heat of Los Angeles, Henley Tozier is at the county 
pool when she passes out cold on the concrete deck. 


Two minutes pass, and Eddie Kaspbrak is impaled right through the 
chest. At that exact same time, Atticus Kaspbrak sits up on the couch 
and clutches at his stomach, where a knife-sharp pain is blooming 
deep in his muscles. He winces and catches the attention of his 
mother in the other room. She rushes over to his side, honey-sick 
voice dripping from her mouth as she coddles and dotes over him. 


The pain is gone as soon as it came, but the unshakeable dread that 
plagued Atticus as soon as his father left on his ‘work trip’ remains. 


It wasn’t that hard for Henley to figure out where her dad went. She’s 
a smart kid who knows her dad. She’s knows her father’s usual tour 
dates and that he tells her when he’s planning on leaving. He doesn’t 
just come home from a show, pale and shaky, and begin packing his 
suitcase and calling up Henley’s usual sitter, even on the worst of 
days. 


It’s suspicious. 


I need to head to Maine for a little bit’ He’d said shakily into the phone 
as Henley stood silently in the hall and listened, ‘Just come watch 
Henley for a few days, I’ll be back soon’. 


Henley didn’t know much about Maine or why her dad would need to 
go there, but after a quick google search and some nosing around, she 
found Derry. She brushed it off and forgot about that weird, little 
town in the two days her father was gone, but when she woke up on 
the warm pool deck with a bloody nose, surrounded by paramedics 
and lifeguards, Derry was all she could think of. 


It’s surprisingly easy to buy a plane ticket. She can forge the 
signature very easily — her father’s a celebrity, all she needed to do 
was trace his autograph. Then she buys a ticket from her dad’s 
account. He’d saved all his data on the laptop, so the credit card 
information was already filled out when she buys the ticket. It was a 
problem she didn’t even think of before she saw it. 


Atti’s story is different. His mother wouldn’t be swayed to buy him a 
plane ticket to Maine just so her son could find her ex-husband. At 
least, she wouldn’t let him go alone, and his parents together in one 
room isn’t a can of worms Atti wants to open. 


So he does the thing he’s gotten used to by now and he lies to his 
mother. 


He lies to her, and says that a friend from school has invited him on a 
camping trip in the Catskills. It’s close enough that she won’t freak 
out, but far enough away that cell reception will be shit and he can 
get away with avoiding her calls. Sure, he has to throw in some 
bullshit statistics about how fresh air is good and young kids heading 
into their teenage years need independence from their parents. And 
even after that, she’s reluctant to let him leave. 


Next, he steals her credit card from her purse and buys himself a 
plane ticket to Bangor. It’s terrifying and thrilling all at once, Atti 
thinks as he forges his parents signature on the form all minors need 
to fly alone. It feels like he’s on the run. He wonders if his dad felt 
like this when he scurried off to Maine without a word to his ex-wife 
or their son. He packs up his things in a suitcase and a backpack and 
with a ‘bye mommy, I love you too, yes I’ll call’, Atti hails a taxi to the 
airport. 


Eddie is in and out of consciousness after his twenty-six hour long 
surgery. Richie sits with him through it all, listening to Eddie’s doped 
up, slurred speech and holding his hand as he sleeps. The doctors say 
he’s stable given his condition, even though Eddie doesn’t look like it. 
He’s sickly pale, and the nurses come in twice a day to change his 
bandages. Richie and Mike caught a glimpse of the damage once; an 
angry, red wound, swelling with pus and thick, dark blood. Richie 
runs to the nearest bathroom and vomits. He guesses Mike must be 
getting pretty sick of Richie’s weak ass stomach by now. 


As Richie’s washing his face in cold, hospital sink water, Mike tells 
him that pus means it’s getting better, that the wound is healing, but 
it doesn’t ease Richie’s mind that much. 


Feeling Eddie’s blood on his face and dragging his unconscious body 
out of Neibolt almost broke Richie. He could barely even carry Eddie, 
Ben had to do most of the heavy lifting. He cried when they got him 
into the hospital and wheeled him into the ICU. He’s not supposed to 
cry, he’s supposed to be the comedian, the Trashmouth, the one that 
brings levity to all this clown bullshit. But seeing Eddie like that 
made him lose his mind. He never wants to see him like that again. 


Atti hadn’t even ever been on a bus before he stepped out of the 
bustling Bangor airport and trudged down to the bus stop near one of 
the entrances. There are so many people, and he keeps reaching to 
feel his back pocket and make sure his phone and wallet are still 
there. Anytime someone gets too close while he’s walking or brushes 
past him, he thinks he’s about o be abducted. He really hopes he 
didn’t forget his pepper spray. 


It’s early in the morning, and the air is already damp with late 
summer heat. He’s sweating under his heavy backpack and ball cap. 
The sun is already high in a bright, clear sky. The sidewalk outside 
the airport is noisy and busy and it’s almost like he’s back in New 
York again. Except, this time, he feels more like one of those poor, 
lost tourists, stupidly lugging their bags around on the crowded 
sidewalk. 


The bus stop is crowded with people and small children that jump 
and screams and whine. A baby somewhere is crying. A horn honks, 
loudly, and he jumps. Someone yells a curse word. He breathes in, 
then out. 


After mumbling apologies and shoving his way through the crowd, 
Atti reaches the bus. The engine is rattling loudly, like all the dirty, 
city charter bus engines do. His arms and legs tremble as he shoves 
his suitcase into the dirty metal belly of the bus. The hot exhaust 


pushes into his nose and mouth and threatens to choke him. 


“This is a bad idea.” He mutters to himself as he stumbles out of the 
crowd and shakily pulls his inhaler out of his backpack. He takes a 
harried, choking breath out of it. 


“Bad, bad, idea, Atti.” 


‘What the fuck was I thinking?’ He runs a hand through his hair as he 
stares at the dirty bus steps, the amount of people around the stop, 
the weird, brown liquid on the sidewalk that he can’t recognize. He 
wants to throw up. Or cry. Maybe both. 


He could just grab his suitcase and head back in to the airport. Yeah, 
yeah, let’s do that. But fuck, he doesn’t have a ticket back to New 
York. He’d have to call his mother and tell her the truth. Which 
would in turn most definitely lead to her driving all the way to Maine 
to come grab him and drag him back home and never let him leave 
the house again. He can’t do that. 


There’s no going back now. 


Atti swallows his fear and forces his legs up the steps of the bus. It 
smells weird as fuck, and half of the people look up at him like he’s a 
teenage runaway and they’re three seconds away from calling the 
cops. But he has to go with it. He has to. 


He picks a seat in the middle, by the window, and plants his 
backpack on his lap. He breathes in, holds it, and breathes out. He 
has to calm down; if he has a panic attack on this goddamn bus 
they'll definitely call the cops. Cops are not what he needs. He’ll be 
grounded forever and ever if his mother ever finds out about this. 


So he puts in his headphones and tries to breathe and hugs his 
backpack to his chest and watches out the window in horror as the 
bus pulls away from the airport. 


2. Chapter 2 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Atti meets Henley. Henley meets Atti. Hijinks ensue 
Notes for the Chapter: 


i won’t be updating regularly because sis is busy 
trying to get her education but i will try to update as 
quick as possible :)) 


had a lot of fun with this one 


Derry, 2016 


Atti flips through the missing posters stapled to the soft wood of the 
telephone pole. The papers are worn and ripped with weather and 
time, each one looking older and older as he rifles through them. The 
stack is almost half an inch thick. His dad’s picture isn’t on any of 
these, but he can’t decide if that’s reassuring or not. He’s never seen 
this many missing kids in his life. It sends chills down his spine. 


“Fucked up, huh?” 


Atti turns, jumping in shock, a hand going up to his chest. The girl 
behind him raises her hands defensively, and then laughs. She’s got 
short curls, like his own, chopped off at her chin, and wide, bug-like 
eyes behind her glasses. 


“Sorry,” Atti breathes out, dropping his hand. 


He’s been on edge ever since he stepped off that dirty old bus and 
into this fucked up town. Derry doesn’t feel like any other town he’s 
been in. Maybe it’s the fact that he’s completely alone or that he just 
technically ran away from home, but this place makes him nervous as 
fuck. 


“No biggie.” The girl says, stepping closer and peering over his 


shoulder at the posters. He shifts out of the way to let her look. “This 
town creeps me out too.” 


“Do you live here?” 


“Nah,” she says but doesn’t elaborate, instead gesturing at his 
suitcase and frowning, “You moving in or something?” 


“No,” Atti laughs breathily, realizing this does look a little strange, a 
clearly lost thirteen year old boy wandering the Derry streets, lugging 
around a suitcase. “I’m here to find someone.” 


She raises her eyebrows and points at the missing posters. 


“Oh, not any of these kids.” He laughs again and steps shakes his 
head. Then, after a moment of careful consideration, he decides 
there’s no harm in telling her the truth. 


“Tm actually looking for my dad.” 


The girl’s eyebrows go up even higher. “Holy shit, your dad’s 
missing?” 


“No — well, I mean, not really. It’s a long story.” 


The girl’s eyebrows go up behind her coke-bottle lenses expectantly. 
Atti sighs. Of course she’d be the type to want the whole story. 


“He left home to come here on a ‘work trip’ and I came here after 
him. I guess I didn’t think too far ahead, ‘cause I have no actual clue 
where he is.” 


The girl hums. “Have a picture?” 


Atti nods, and pulls his phone from his backpack. He finds a picture 
of him and his dad from last Christmas, and shows it to her. 


She leans forward and adjusts her glasses. “He’s hot.” 
Atti rolls his eyes. “Jesus.” 


“Kidding,” she flashes a toothy smile, “haven’t seen him though. I’m 


looking for my dad too.” 
“You are?” 


“Yeah, he got the fuck outta LA about a week ago and came here. No 
clue why.” She snorts and shrugs as she starts to walk. When Atti 
hesitates to follow, she looks back at him and gives him a confused 
shake of the head. It seems like a good idea to stick together anyway. 


“That’s strange. My dad flew out a week ago too.” Atti squints at her, 
puzzled. 


“Pm Henley, by the way.” 

“Atti.” 

“Eddie?” 

“No, Atti. With an A. Short for Atticus.” 


Henley makes a noise of understanding and clicks her tongue. “So, 
you and your dad close I’m guessing?” 


“Yeah,” Atti nods, “closer than most, I suppose.” 
‘Closer than mom and I’ he doesn’t add. 


“Same here. I’ve only got my dad, and I’ve tried to call but I’ve only 
got vague texts, so,” she shrugs, “what’s a girl to do?” 


“So you just flew across the country because he wouldn’t answer your 
texts?” Atti cocks his head at her. 


“Hey don’t look at me like that, I had a bad feeling. Besides, I could 
ask you the same thing—“ 


“Wait, what?” 
“Why’d you come all the way here just for your dad?” 
“No, no, what’d you say?” 


Henley makes a face. “I could ask you the same—“ 


“The other thing.” 

A pause. “Don’t look at me—“ 

Atti sighs. “The other other thing, Henley.” 

“T had a bad feeling?” 

Atti stops walking and stares at her. “That’s so weird.” 
“What is?” Henley asks, turning to look at him. 


“I had a bad feeling too.” Atti puts a hand to his chest and looks at 
her for her reaction. 


She adjusts her backpack. “Okay? Cool?” 


He rolls his eyes. “Don’t you think that’s weird? Both our dads flew 
out at the same time, to the same place, and we both came here to 
find them.” 


Henley shrugs. 

“Tell me you realize what I’m getting at?” 
Suddenly, her eyes light up, and Atti smiles. 
“Holy shit, we totally have the same dad!” 


Atti’s smile drops. “Uhm,” he shakes his head slowly, and she tilts her 
head, “no, that’s — that’s not what I was getting at.” 


“Oh. 2) 


“I meant that they probably came for the same reason.” Atti explains 
and they start to move again. 


“Oh.” Henley says, nodding as her eyebrows go up. “You're right. 
That’s smart.” 


“Yeah, maybe we should check the Inn, since it’s the only one in 
town, and then go from there.” 


“Smart plan.” Henley nods and bumps shoulders with him. “Also, 
don’t look now, but that cop car is definitely trailing us.” 


“What?” Atti yelps and instantly turns around to look. 
“I like, literally said to not look, dude.” 


“Holy fuck.” Atti turns back around, his eyes wide. “Holy fuck. I’m 
fucking doomed.” 


“Calm down. You're acting like you murdered someone.” Henley 
jokes and then after a second, steps away from him a little. 


“Are they definitely after us?” 


They keep walking, a little quicker than before. Henley shoots a 
sneaky glance off to the side. She’s good at this. 


“Yeah, looking right at us.” 
“Oh my god, I’m dead.” 


“Just keep walking. It’s not like you look like you’re a runaway or 
anything.” Then, she looks at the suitcase he’s rolling along behind 
him, and grins. “Oh, wait.” 


He glares at her and is about to retort, but then the police car speeds 
up until it’s right next to them and it stops. Atti wonders how bad it 
would look if he just took off down the street. 


An officer with greying hair gets out of the driver’s seat and rests his 
forearm on the door as he looks at the two of them over the rim of 
his sunglasses. 


“You kids from out of town?” 


Atti tries to speak, but he’s shaking so hard his teeth are rattling 
around in his skull. Henley takes over for him. 


“Yessir.” 


“Where y’all heading?” 


“To the inn. To meet our father.” Henley grins with a charm that 
could only come with practice. 


The officer cocks his head at them, and then takes off his sunglasses. 
“Well, now, that’s funny. Cause the Townhouse Inn is actually the 
other direction.” 


He jams a thumb over his shoulder down the street. Atti and Henley 
both look over their shoulders at the same time. 


Atti looks at Henley. She mouths an ‘oops’ before turning back to the 
officer. 


“Well, that’s unfortunate.” She laughs and waves a hand in the air. 
“It’s our first time here, we don’t quite know our way around.” 


The officer looks between the two of them. Atti’s hand is sweating 
around the handle of his suitcase. 


“How ‘bout y’all hop in and I can drive y’all down to the station. We 
can call your daddy from there.” 


“Oh, no thank you. Could you tell us the way to the inn though? Our 
father’s waiting for us—“ 


“Td feel a lot better if you came to the station.” 


Henley pauses. It looks like she’s out of options. She glances at Atti, 
and he swallows. She looks back at the officer, takes a deep breath, 
and nods. 


“Uh, yeah, okay.” 


The officer nods and smiles before putting on his sunglasses and 
stepping back into the car. Atti feels like he’s having a nightmare as 
he drags his suitcase towards the car. 


“Way to go, dipshit.” He mumbles out of pure bitterness as he shoves 
his suitcase into the back seat. 


“Hey, youre one to talk.” Henley hisses as she climbs in after him. 
There’s just barely enough room for the two of them. “Way to clam 


up!” 


“Oh god, my parents are gonna kill me.” 


Eddie’s awake when they get back from the diner on the fourth day 
since the surgery. He’s sitting up in his bed and looks up, wide-eyed 
when Richie kicks open the door. He still can’t sit up very well and 
his voice is hoarse and weak, but he’s breathing and that’s an 
achievement in itself. 


Richie holds up the styrofoam box triumphantly. “Guess who got you 
gluten free pancakes?” 


Eddie looks at him and scowls, and it still makes Richie’s heart flutter 
after all these years. 


“My hero.” He mutters weakly, still managing to fit that attitude in 
those two words. 


“How are you feeling?” Bev asks as she moves over and opens the 
blinds. Bright sunlight flits into the room in rectangular, crystal-like 
shapes. 


“Sore.” Eddie grunts and sits up shakily. Richie avoids rushing over 
to help him, since the last time he did that Eddie practically bit him. 


“The doctors say you’re doing good.” Ben says cheerily, pulling up a 
chair for him and Bev. 


“Wish it felt more like that,” Eddie grumbles as Richie sits down in 
the chair next to the bed. He sets the styrofoam container on the little 
table they provided Eddie and kicks his feet up onto the bed. It’s only 
to get a rise out of him, and it works, since Eddie shoves his feet off 
the bed almost instantly. 


“Just give it time, honey, you'll feel better soon.” Bev reaches over 
and takes his hand in hers. 


“Were just glad you’re okay, Eddie.” Ben says and puts his hand on 
Bev’s shoulder. Richie notices it, and looks at Eddie. Eddie looks at 
him. They share a look. 


“Thanks, Ben. Where are Bill and Mike by the way?” 


“Getting coffee. Probably boning in the back of Mike’s car.” Richie 
says as he hands Eddie the pancakes when he motions for them. 


“No,” Bev laughs, then pauses, “you think?” 
“Uh, yeah?” 


“I don’t believe it.” Bev says, her scarlet hair bouncing around her 
shoulders. 


“Pm a love expert, Marsh. Trust me, I know these things. OI 
Homeschool’s crushing on Bill, hard.” Richie picks up the other fork 
from the table and reaches over to steal a bite from Eddie. He swats 
Richie’s hand away. 


“Didn’t everyone have a crush on Bill at some point? What makes 
Mike so special?” Eddie asks as he digs into his late breakfast, 
sounding a little bitter. Richie shoots him a look, meaning to ask if 
that meant Eddie had at some point fancied Bill too. 


But then Ben says, looking like a kicked puppy, “I didn’t have a crush 
on Bill?” 


Bev looks at him, “Ben, that’s cause you’re the only Loser that doesn’t 
like men.” 


Ben seems to think about this, then nods, satisfied with this answer. 


“Its okay, we love you anyway.” Richie says in fake sincerity and Bev 
cackles. 


Richie goes to steal Eddie’s food again, intentionally bumping their 
wrists together. Eddie looks at him in that annoyed way he always 
does when he’s actually amused by whatever Richie’s doing. 


“You literally just had your breakfast, quit stealing mine.” 


“I wanna see how this gluten free shit holds up.” Richie snaps back, 
popping the forkful into his mouth. It’s not bad, but it’s definitely not 
a regular pancake, so he pulls a face anyway. 


His phone begins to ring from inside his jacket pocket, where it’s 
hanging over his chair. He digs it out while Eddie bitches at him. He 
glances down at the screen absentmindedly, and almost chokes when 
he sees the name on the screen. 


‘Henley’ 


He takes a breath, thumb hovering over the green button, before 
silencing it and shoving it back into his pocket. He can call her back 
when he has a moment alone. Eddie’s looking at him when Richie 
lifts his head and turns around in his seat. They make eye contact, 
and Eddie goes back to his meal, embarrassed at being caught 


peeping. 
“Who’s Henley?” 


Richie hesitates for only a second. “Just work. Not important.” Then, 
because joking and being funny is what he does, “Don’t worry your 
pretty little head Eds, not my girlfriend or anything.” 


Eddie rolls his eyes. “Yeah, you wish I was worried.” 


“Fuck.” Henley takes the phone away from her ear and stares angrily 
down at it. “He didn’t pick up.” 


“Jesus,” Atti sighs and reaches for her phone, “just let me call my 
dad.” 


Henley steps away, shooting a worried glance at the officer standing 
several feet away, who’s still eyeing the two of them suspiciously. 


“No way! You said your parents would lose their shit! Let me try my 
dad again.” 


“Henley, your dad literally just ignored you.” 


“You don’t know that, dirtwipe. Besides, he won’t freak out like your 
dad. He’s chill about this stuff.” 


“Wow, he sounds like a great parent.” Atti shout-whispers and taps 
his foot impatiently. Soon, he’s gonna start biting his nails. 


“He is. Richie Tozier, y’know him?” 


Atti scoffs, thinking she’s joking, but then he sees Henley’s face and 
remembers she’s from LA and realizes she’s serious. 


“Tozier? Like the comedian?” 
Henley beams. “Yup.” 
Atti actually laughs then. “Great. Why am I not surprised?” 


“Okay, jackass, who’s your dad? Lemme guess, an accountant? A 
fucking doctor?” 


Atti doesn’t want to fall into her trap, but he’s also having a little fun. 
She’s funny, and he likes bickering with her. 


“His name’s Edward Kaspbrak, and he’s a risk analyst, actually. 
Unlike your dad, he has a real job.” 


Henley just squints at him behind her glasses. “Wow. Like, I was so 
joking, but that job sounds like actual shit.” 


“Oh, fuck off, and call your dad so we can get out of here?” 


She sighs and dials the number again, crossing an arm over her chest 
as she raises the phone to her ear. 


Richie’s phone rings again a few minutes later, just as Bill and Mike 
are coming back from their coffee run. He digs out his phone and 
looks at it even though he knows who it is already. 


‘Henley’ 
Okay, he has to pick it up or he’s officially a bad parent. 


“Sure it’s not important?” Eddie says through a mouthful of pancake 
and Richie sighs. 


“Yeah, lemme grab this.” Richie stands, pushing the chair back as he 
answers the phone and steps out into the hallway. Once the door is 
closed, the father in him spills out. 


“Henley, what’s up? Are you alright?” 

There’s rustling from the other line. “Holy shit, you picked up.” 
“Yeah, sorry, I was busy. Is everything okay?” 

She pauses. “Um, yeah I’m fine.” 


There’s something in her voice and he catches it immediately. 
“Henley, what happened.” 


“Nothing. Really, Pm fine.” More, hushed angry sounding whispers, 
and then Henley’s voice, talking to someone else. 


“Is Ceci with you? Listen, bug, ’m real busy, so—“ 


“No, uh, Ceci’s not here. I’m, uhm, I’m actually kind of not in LA, 
Dad.” 


Richie pauses. He shakes his head. “What do you mean, you’re not in 
LA?” 


Rustling from the other line. Richie shifts on his feet as doctors and 
hospital-goers pass by him casually. 


“Pm kind of here. Like, in Derry.” 


Richie closes his eyes. Pressed the phone to his chest. ‘Holy fuck’. His 
kid. In Derry. The town that almost murdered him when he was her 
age. 


“Henley. What the fuck.” 


“Hey man, you left me across the country for like, a week. What else 
was I gonna do.” 


Richie pinches the bridge of his nose beneath his glasses. He sighs. 
“Where in Derry are you?” 


“Police station.” 
“Henley.” He groans and she sputters. 


“Look, can you just come get us? We’ll just like, chill out at the Inn 
while you—“ 


“Us? 2) 


“Oh,” Henley pauses as someone whispers from somewhere near her, 
“yeah, uh. My friend Atti’s with me. The police officer kind of thinks 
he’s your kid too, so.” 


“Dude. Uncool.” Richie shakes his head and even though she can’t see 
him, she can probably feel it. 


“There’s no time for ‘uncools’, Dad! The officer’s getting suspicious 
and Atti’s gonna shit himself any second so you need to—“ 


“Oh my god. Fine, oh my god.” Richie throws his hands up and paces 
uselessly outside the door as he thinks. “Just stay there and don’t do 
anything, I’ll come get you.” 


“You're the best. I owe you one.” 


“Yeah, you owe me not getting into trouble for like, the next year, 
kid.” 


“T make no promises.” 


They say their goodbyes and hang up, and then Richie just stands 
outside of the door for a few minutes. He closes his eyes and swears 
at himself. How the fuck is he going to joke his way out of this one? 
Finally, hesitantly, he goes back in. 


They all look up at him when he opens the door. 


“Everything okay?” Bev asks when he just stands in the doorway like 
an idiot for a hot second. 


“Yeah.” He says and grabs his jacket off the chair. “Yeah, Pll, um, Ill 
be right back.” 


“Where are you going?” Eddie asks, the slight, confused shake of his 
head incredibly adorable. 


Richie doesn’t have an excuse and he’s a little tired of making them, 
so he just sighs. “To pick up my fucking kid.” 


And then before anyone can react he’s pulling on his jacket and 
disappearing out the door. They all stare after him in silence, until 
Bill turns around in his seat. He looks at the others. 


“To p-pick up his what?” 
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